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Coleforth, and he, presumably, is now administering
the business."
" Expecting it to revert to the fair Christine, one sup-
poses/' Oldland remarked. " But I think you were
right. Venner won't turn up now, after all this time. I
wonder what has happened to him? I haven't so much
faith in my original theory as I had. If he'd lost his
memory or anything like that, he'd have been identified
by now."
Before Dr. Priestley could reply the door opened
and the parlourmaid announced Sir Alured Faversham.
" I've taken advantage of your invitation to drop in
any evening I liked, Priestley," he said. " You can
tell me to clear out if I'm in the way. Good-evening,
Oldland. I thought it quite possible that I should run
into you/'
" I am very glad to see you, Faversham," Doctor
Priestley replied. " Mary, bring in the decanter of
sherry, will you, please? You know where the cigars
are kept, Faversham."
" Thanks very much," Faversham said, as he walked
across to the cabinet and selected a cigar. " You're one
of the most hospitaffie people I know. Beastly cold
still, isn't it? By the way, I suppose that Oldland has
told you that we met for a moment last Sunday
morning?"
" No, I meant to tell him, but my tongue ran away
with me, and I forgot/' Oldland said. " I guessed what
your business was at Weyford when I saw that para-
graph in the paper this morning."
"Paragraph in the paper!" Faversham exclaimed
sharply. " What are you talking about, Oldland?"
" You're so used to being in the news, that a little
thing like that would escape you. Besides your tastes
are too highbrow to allow you to read the Daily Bugle.
Mine aren't. I read the rag every morning, every page

